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BLUE SMOKE IN THE SUSE 
I. 
BACKGROUND 


Blue smoke in the s 5 
The rumbls of wheels on s trail, 
Winding trrough the valleys 

And up the mountain slop 
Where wide-eyed deer, 

In sudden savaze panic, 
Raced down the wind. 

The creaking wheels, 

The swaying, white-tonped wagons, 
The smoke ascending 7 


From the campfire's circling flames 


Were but the accompaniment 


Of the caravans 


That crept slowly vostvard. 
Sturdy, unconquerable pioneers | 
Pressed on toward unknown goals; 
Always movinz, sometimes gay, 
Sometimes with bitter hearts, 

And eyes cast back along the trail 
Where a new made zrave 

Gleamed yellow in the sun. 

N , 

The trail had first bezun 

Across the sullen sea. 

A village grew where ferest trees 
Once stood in splendid majesty; 

And. then /a” erty shrivad, 

Growing larger avery dey, 

With walis and roofs 

That bound and cramped 

The wild, free spirits 

That would not bs tamed. 

Then came the eager straining 

At the leash, 

The far-flung plans 

That calmly ignored the weeping women, 
Loath to leave the friends 

Of happy childhood days. 


Across the rolling waves 

Of dark Atlantic's fearful depths 
They sailed in buoyant hope 

Of future’ joy in store. 

Adventure lifted high the torch 
To light them on theo way 

Bevond the rim of far horizons. 
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Tie. GEM WOLE AN GIL atest mystery 
Lay, like some crest fairydand, 
Waiting to be exniored. 

With backs against the poundinz sea 
They turned far inland. X 
their tagarts  vers.tuned 

ro the creaking, wheels, 

And to the sting of Freedom's wind 
Upon the face; 

To the lure of windins trails 
Straight into the setting sun, 

And nights beneath. the stars. 


Kentucky, with its slopes 
And valleys rich with waving grasss 
With its hills ef blood red clay, 

| Its forests, here whine of arrow 
Sans thrcugh wavering wisps of smoke 
That hung above the spot 

Where roush-kswr lors kad lain 
In erudest fashion 

To make a cabin home; 

A home of which remained 

Only a heap of ash. 


Kentucky, with its woods, 
|| Its dark green forests 
Stretching to the hills? 
| In a shadowed, grassy valley 
A slender lad in buckskin trousers 
Played beneath the trees 4 
And listened to his mother 
As she sang about her vorke 


che 


evenings by ytho £ire 
sere filled with rare delisht, 
“hile dreams went marching by. 

with his awkward length 

Sprawled on the puncheon floor, 

His somber eyes gazed broodingly 

Upon the leaping flames, 

As laboriously 

He spelled out the names 

Of men who had marched 

With mishty tramping 

Down the trails of history. 

Long, long thourhts 

Were emgendergd by the fire, 

By the steady beat of rain 

Upon the walls of tor, 

And by yee dramatic eg 

From the tattered pasze 

Of ‘tine old and sacred Book 

His mother loved and read 

By flickering cendleli sht. 
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Blue smoke in the sunset 
As again the trail vas taken} 


For Thomas Lincoln could not long remain 


Where civilizstion pressed 
Upon his arrant, vagrant heelse 
The blood of roving ancestors 
Beat a hot’ refrain 
Within his gybsy heart. 
Liberty called him, 
The hills, the streams, the woods 
All sang a siren's songe 
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The burden of that song A 
Was the unceasing lure of unknown lands, iM 
rer} 

The magic of the wilderness M 
Across the mighty, rolling waters EA 


Of the majestie Ohio. | 

"Some to me," it seemed to say, | 
i "Come, and I will give you joy; Ki 

I will zive you comfort | 

From the weary burdens 

Life has laid upon your shoulders. 

Come to where my woods lie ki 


Jool and green upon the Indiana hills, ję: 
Where the streams run sparkling clear 3 
And man may rest his soul gi 


With satisfying hours 4 
Spent within the heart of Nature. | 
Leave the life that irritates, 19 
That galls and chafes the eager spirit, a 
Exchange the fetters of civilization 4 
For peaceful solitude." | 


But with a new abode, ' 
‘New problems cane to vex the soul > 
Of Thomas Lincoln. Day by day 

He sousht the peace he ‘hoped to find 
In wilderness and solitude, I 

| But always in his heart there lurked i 

The knowledge that he failed. = 
And seeking to escape the shame 

That knowledge brought, sometimes 

He stayed away from home for days, 
Unwilling to meet the glance 

Of Nancy's soft dark eyes 

In which, perhaps unconsciously, shone 
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A zleam of disaoprobation. 
Thus on tho shoulders of the growing lad 
Fell burdens for a mane 


er could he forgot 
nt day of dark and numbing’ pain 
Then, standing by his mother's bed, 
He listened to the words. of saa farewell 
She spoke to him and sister Sarah. 
"Be good to Sarah, Abe, and shield h£r 
From the sorrows of the world." T: 
Then layins slender, work-vorn hands 
Upon the bowed heads, her weak voice i 
Asked God's blessing on these two, ‘ 
Her precious children, £ 
Whom now she must. leave i 
To Life's vicissitudes. % 
Long after she lay N 
Quietly sleeping on the hill top, i 
Abe thousht of those last dark hours | 
Of grief and heantbreak, | 
And, rsmoaberine the trust | N 
His mother hsd imposed on him, 
Was kind me wise 
In comforting tis sisters 
And Sarah sorely needed comfort 

Through mans Tewoly* evenings 
As trey sat, alone and sad, 
Beside the capin door, 
While long, weird howls of timber wolves 
Rose quivering on the air. 


But prichter days now came 
To Nancy Lincoln's! orphan lad. 
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Neenite the tales that sach of us 
Has heard of the cruelty 

an? unkind ways of those 

Hoo Walker the place of mothers, 
vay 04's richest blessings 

Reste esl Der U lee) CNE 

cf Thomas Lincoln's second wife. 
Forywith her eóming 

Prus ranie cabin In thę.MAlttermess 
Became” 2 honsie ; t 
thomas, we need some extra shelves 
On which tó fold away our blankets,” 
And straichtway Thomes set to work 
mith eager hand on saw and hammer; 
Tor as a weaker being 

Must always draw its strength 

From some loved source vithout itself, 
So Thomas Lincoln leaned 

Upon her stronger judgment, 

Finding in hər wise, firm counsel, 

The ancher snd the goal 

That his soul so surely needed, 

But had failed to find 

In Nancy's yielding ways. 


And thus the growing youth 

Sped quickly on to man's estate. 

His mind became a sponge 

That scaked up all the facts 

His eager, thirsty seeking brought him. 
Days of strenuous toil 

Within the dark green depths 

Where forest trees 

Reared massive trunks and branches, 
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Made his body like unto those trees, 
With muscles hard as rocks, 

And sinews with the strength of steel. 
At night his mind reached out 

With hungry, Searching wiil 
To-Tind-the truth 

For whick the wisest of the earth 
Have sought throughout the ages, 
While heart and soul responded 
Tethe inborn; prinal urse 

To. spend himself in worship 

Of the earth's Creator. 


; II 
_ YOUNG ABE 


Blue smoke in the jsunset, 
The gleam of campfire's ruddy glow, 
And shadows dancing weirdly 
Against the background of the hills, 
Made beckoning fingers 
Which pointed out the trail 
For the plodding oxen, 
Patient, dull, obedient, 
With their weary necks bowed 
Beneath the yoke, Ie 
As day after day they traveled westward. | ee 
One night they made their camp 
Upon the shores of the beautiful Wabash, i 
River of history. £ 
Standing at the water's edge, | 
The tall, ungainly youth 

| Looked on the stream almost with awe, 
Dreamily he thousht 
Of those dark and fearful days 


When a tiny, struggling group F 
Of patriots waded many miles Ę 


Aćross those bottoms, 

Waist high in icy water. 

Softly to himself he breathed 
The name of George Rogers Clark, 


il 


And wordlessly, but reverently, 
He prayed that if the time should come 

Wen he;miaent be “ea bled) upon 

Te followin the footsteps 

Of that noble man, 

To give his strength and skill, } 
His heart and soul and brain, | 
Or perhaps even his life, 

In defense of home and country, 

He might not shirk his taske 


The muddy, winding trail 

That ran for miles among the sloughs 
And forest covered slopes of Illinois, 
Came at last to rest upon the prairics. 
The March sun shone 

On the brown and rolling earth 

That seemed to reach, 

Unednding in its lines, 

Almost beyond the scope 

Of man's imagination. 

Bluebirds sang their way 

Across the ficlds 

That flaunted promises of reward 

In richest measure 

To those who came to till the soil 
With understanding hearts. 


One evening, when the sun 
Spread brightly crimson streaks 
Beyond the bluff, 

And twilight's cloak 

Began to lay its folds 

Softly, Like a benediction 


pe 
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Cn the fields and hills, 

A woman's voice in thankful praise 

Came clear and sweet above the tone3 

Of tinkking bekis 

Borne on wings of cooling winds 

That spoke of peace. 

Ann Rutledge, driving home the cows, 

Lifted her soul to touch the Infinite. 

The vibrant, ringing notes 

Rose on the air, 

Reverently and richly colored 

With the glowing faith 

That filled her heart 

Almost to bursting. 

And in the valley, hat in hand, 

Abe Lincoln stood, his bare head bowed 

In attitude of silent prayer. 

Perhaps his mind awoke that moment 

To the meaning of those words 

He had read so many times 

Throughout the years, 

'Male and female created He them.' 

Perhaps his scul reached out 

Into that mystic realm 

Where heart meets heart 

Without the need of sight | 

Or touch to satisfy; U 
| 


Perhaps he loved her then. 


Happy golden hours 
Wove a magic web 
Around the lives 
Of Abe and Ann. Long days 
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zn which to dream and read, 
While business at the store 

Was dull. 

Long evenings by the,fire 

When Abe talked or read aloud to Ann, 
White; her nimble fingers 

Flashed the necdles 

“Back and forth in simple knitting, 
Or the low whir of spinning wheel 
Made music in the room. 

On sunnmer evenings, 

When!| the moonlizht seemed to fall 
With, caressing gentleness 

On their heads, or the stars 
Threw pale shadows 

Along their path, 

Hand in hand they walked 

Through country lanes, 

Down by the mill, 

Along the sleepy river's banks, 
Or out across the prairie. 

All the great resistless longings 
That had’ stung'his ‘soul 

Since childhood, 

Loosed their fingers from his heart, 
And let his being flood itself 
With peace and joy that cones 

To those who greatly love, 

And know that they in turn 

Are also loved. 

For the first time 

In his burdened life, 

Abe Lincoln knew content. 


Eis imagination streamed 
14 
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On wings of quicksilver 

Tosuen the. Moncks -anead 

Until he saw himself and Ann 
Residing in the house 

That he, himself would build. 

How sweet ris life vould be 

with Ann ss mistress of his home! 
Within that house the hands of love 
Would fin unnumbered tasks 

To show the steadfast depths 

_Of faithful, unfailing devotion. 
Tithin that house 

Perhaps the sound.of tiny feet 
And shrill, ehilfish) voices 

Would fill their lives with music. 
Ah, sweet indeed was life! 4 


Then the bitter. blow fell. 
Suddenly, unexpected ly 

As a hail storm in summer 

Falls on the. growing grain 

And kills all promise 

Of a fruitful harvest, 

So Death struck at the very roots 
Of Abe's contentment. 

"Jait a year" 

Had been the advice of Ann's mother, 
"Wait a year" 

While Abe became proficient 

In the intricate study of lav. 
"Tait a year" 

That Ann might spend that time 

In weaving, sewing, and knitting; 
For no self-respecting girl 

Would dream of going 
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To her husband's house 
witkout an anote stock 
Of 311 the thinrs necessary 

Tomsko that house w home. 

And thouck 9 year seemed like eternity, 
Stikti they ken It couid not be. long, 
And when past, vould seem as nothing. 
But before that year had run its course, 
Ann's scul had left its mortal home 

For a celestial dwelling place, 

While the soul of Abe Lincoln 

Writhed and fought 

within the black hell of Despair. 

Far into the nirkt he walked the wocds, 
The lonely back roads, 

And the shadowed prairies, 

"Ann! Ann!" but no answer came 

To ease his tortured mind. 

"Ann! Ann!" but only the sigh 

Of the Autumn wind 

Fell drearily on kie broken heart, 

Thus was carefree youth forever killed, 
And in its place emerged a man; 

A man whose face became an ooen book 
There each page bore the bitter marks 
Of heartbreak and pain; 

A man who learned 

That enly those into whose soul 

The rod has burned its way, 

Gan truly speak the word 

That brings the balm of Gilead 

TO soothe another's grief. 
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III 
THS E NATISA CHOISE 


Blue smoke in the sunset? 
Only a dream of by-gone days, 
Only a memory: of quiet avant ngs 
in afar off, 
Almost forsotten yesterday. 
Now the crowded court room, 
The long hours poring over books, 
Became a symbol 
Of the bitter economic strugzie, 
For Mary Lincoln would be satisfied 
Tith nothing but the best. 
Her sharp tongue 
Somstimes beat upon his spirit 
ith such insistent clamor 

That he walked the streets at nisht, 
Praying for the healing of his wounds. 
Perhaps he thought of Ann, 
And longed to be able 
To push back the clock of time, 
So that he might hear again 
That gentle voice in words of love. 
Perhaps he let his imagination awell 
Upon the thought 
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misni have been, 
ia he, »erhaos, 


cr nis secret toart; 

Build the picture of a peaceful home? 
Dia he see himself, a quiet man, 

Living a life of pleasant ease 

Without Ambition's nagging voice 

Forever yapping at his heels? 

Cr did some inner consciousness 

Bring understanding to his troubled soul 
And let him see that life with Ann, 
While sweet and satisfying, 

Would have placed him in a stagnant pool 
Where, soothed and smothered 

In the gentle waves of dull content, 

He surely would have sunk 

Into oblivicn. 


Perhaps he realized 

That great things lay aread cf him; 
That as gold is tried 

In the purifying fisrceness of heat 
Where dross and waste are burned away, 
Thus disappointment and heartbreak 
May so mold the character of a man 
That when humanity lifts its voice 


And pleads for strength on which to lean, 


That man may find himself a firm suppert 
By which the weak and downtrodden 

May be lifted free of galling chains. 
Was this the knowledge 

That bowed that rugged head, 

That seamed the gaunt and tragic face, 
That filled the somber eyes 
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With patient, zentle understanding? 
Perhaps he knew that God, 

In His infinite, soul-searching wisdom, 
Looking for a man to lead the way 

To a Promised Land 

Of universal co-operation, 

Had laid His hand on him. 


And now; the busy streets, 

The» surging’ crowds, 

The cares of state 

That pressed upon his life, 

Became a burden almost unbearable. 
Realizing the helpless weakness 
That lies within the puny hands 
Cf those who depend 

Uoon themselves alone, 

He turned to Almighty God 

Por = Lope and guidance e 

Many times he sought the solitude 
Cf an Upper Chamber 

There his voice ja Z be lifted 
In prayer to the Eternal Fathere 
There, on bended bica) 

With humble and contrite spirit, 
He prayed for wisdom, 

For vision to see the path, 

And for courage to walk thereine 
Only in this way 

Could he overcome the thrusts 
Against his honor and integrity. 
During those four long years of strife 
He drank the bitter, brimming cup 
Of hate and scorn, ea 
Of falsehood and misunderstanding. 
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For Facur “egts he saw hres Country 
„OBY ES rad Ped a> Le rie riven, 
while “Sane, broken form of Liberty 
"AJ an Naar oer Peni is 

Seneath the ruthless hand of war. 


At last the mishty guns 
Lay still beneath the April sun. 

The, giro rom homer X 

Held the smoke of battle, 

And no longer were the rivers red 

With blood from the veins 

Of the country’s finest manhood. 

Peace descended like a benediction 

On the broken, war torn natione 

Beneath its mild influence 

Abe Lincoln allowed relaxation 

To flow into his body 

And take possession of his mind. 

How sweet it was to put aside 

The spectre that had walked 

Unceasingly beside his path + 
For four long years; 

How restful to sit at peace 

And watch the figures on the stage 

Move back and forth 

In a world of make-believe? 

How glad and thankful he was 

That for a little while 

He might throw off the cares of state, 
And laugh at such delightful nonsense} 
But suddenly, startlingly, 

A shot rang out. A scream followed, 

And a leap upon the stage. 
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With chillin: horror; 


There was a moment 
Of black, helpless confusion 
When everyone seemed numb 


Then the rush began, 

The surge or Tech, 

The screams and cries 

Cf maddened men and women 

Who could not. believe 

That anyone could be guilty * 

Of a a deed so dastardly as this. 
Gentle, loving hands now reached 

To bear the wounded form 

Out into the aire 

zr żył” the crowd ARÓW ai 

To let the hero pass 

While through it ait, 

Abe Lincoln knew that God, 

For some mysterious reason of His own, 

Again had laid His hand on hin. 
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HOME 


Blue smoke in the,sunset, 

The rattle of wreels .on a rail, 
Westward, winding through valleys 
Where, long years bevore, 

The plodding oxen 

Paced the weary trail, 

Now a black monster, 

Belching thick smoke 

And running with the speed 

Of a possessed demon, 

Lunged and swayed its way 

Across the vast domain. 

It bore the empty shell 

Of him, wno years ago, 

Joyously had walked these fields. 
All along the way 

The saddened people stood 

With bowed heads, 
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Thile the lovin hearts 

Of a grieving nation 
yieremilit teat in prayer 

Thet the North and Scuth 
Might be united; 

Thot his death 

Should not have been in vain. 
He was cerricd, 

In sorrow and humility, 

Back to Illinois, 

To the Bolling prairie Land 
„here he and Ann 

Had dreamed 2 beautiful dream 
where now, perhass, 

Her soul was waiting 

To welcome him home. 


And -stiline in eve rent cones, 
Is spooker the. name 
Of Abraham Lincoln, 
Beloved hero of a united nation. 


And when the twilictht RE 
Softly throws ja golden 'vetl sa 
Around the przirie homes, fires, % 


Burning on the humble hearths, make 4 
Blue smoke in the surset. 
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